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its best—clear, mellow, and unflickering.
The RAYO does not smoke or smell. It
1s easy to light, easy to clean, and easy to
1Y O costs little, but vou
cannot get a better lamp at any price.
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Majority of Friends Thought Mr.
Hughes Would Die, But
_Ome Helped Him to
Recovery.

Pomeioyton, Ky.—In interesting ad-
vices from this place, Mr. A. ]. Hughes
writes as follows: *I was dowsn with
stomach trouble for five (5) years, and |
would have sick h:adache so bad, al|
times, that I thought surely 1 would die.

I tried different treatments, but they
did not seem fo do m'e any good.

I got so bad, 1 coutld not 2at or sleep,
and all my friends, e xcept one, thought 1
would die,
Thediord’s

He advised me fo try
Black-[raught,

and quit

taking other medicines. [ decided fc
t-ke his advice, aithough I did not have
aay confidence in it.

I have now been faking Black-Draught
for three months, and it has cured me—
haven’t had those awiul sick headaches
since 1 began using it.

I am so thankful for what Black-
Draught has done for me.””

Thediord’s Black-Draught has been
found a very valuable medicine for de-
rangements of the stomach and liver. It
is composed of pure, vegetable herbs,
contains no dangerous ingredients, and
zcis gently, yetsurely. It can be freely
used by young and old, and should be
kept in every family chest.

Get a package today.

Oﬂly R quarter. .-..'—ﬁ "

NOTICE.

J. H. Dellinger enters and locates
50 acres of land in Linville Townsihp,
Burke county, adjoining the lands of
W. J. Dellinger, J. C. Dellinger and
known as the Fullwoed lands, and
~thers.Beginning on W. J. Dellinger's
north-west corner, in Fullwood's line.
and runs various courses and dis-
tances for compliments so as to in
clude wacant land.

Entered Jan. 18th, 1915,

Any person or persons claiming the
above entry or any part thereof will

file their protest against the issuance
of a warrant for the same in the
Entry Taker’s office, and if said pro-

test is not filed within thirty days
from the date of this notice, I shall
issue a warrant for the same as the
law directs.

This Jan. 21st, 1915.

J. B. HOLLOWAY, Entry Taker.

Notice.

Have you surveying or tim-
ber estimating to do? A. G.
Lyman of Morganton, N. C., can
do it for you in a careful and ac-
curate manner and at a reason-
able price. His surveying tools
are of the best and alwzays in
good order. He does the most
difficult and intricate jobs and
gets the mright and will make
you a nice map of the work if
you want it. Give him a trial
and you will be satisfied he un-
derstands his business.

Wood’sSeeds

Wood’s Descriptive Catalog
‘or 915 has been carefully pre-
pared so as to engble our farmersand

natket growers to determine Intelli-
xently as to the best and most profi-
‘e erops which they ecan undertake
Lo grow.

ilie present agrieultural conditions
meake it very necessary to consider
the question of diversified crops, and
our catalog gives full information,
both in regard to

Farm and
(Garden Seeds

that can be planted to profit and
advantage.
Write for Descriptive Catalog
ard prices of any
Grass and Clover Seeds,
Seed Grain or Seed Potatoes
required. Catalog mailed on request.

T.W.WOOD & SONS,
Seedsmen, - Richmond, Va.
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THE TREY 0 HEARTS

geclning sun, swuailg 10 (ZIodEs =S5 .

open window, counseled haste if Judith
were to accomplish her intention of
leaving this place and fAnding her
father again before nightfall

With the utmost care she rose from
the bed, crept to the door of the room
{now recogaized as the quarters of the

foreman of the hydraulic mining out- |
fit) and out into the room adjoining.

And there, pulling the door to gently

behind her, she paused and for many |

minutes stood in tensestrung contem-
plation of the man she loved—Alan
Law, asleep in a chair beside a table,
his head pillowed on his folded arms.

This was leavetaking between them
—arnd he would never know.

Far better so: Judith felt she could
not trust herself to say farewell to
him without breaking down and con-
fessing the utter wretchedness that
threatened to overwhelm her each
time ske forced herself to face the
thought that this parting must be
final

Like a thief she stole across the
creaking floor to Alan's side, hesitated,
bent her head to kis and touched her
lips to his cheek—a caress so light
that he slept on in ignorance of it.

Then, as she lifted her head and
stood erect, bosom convulsed with
silent sobs. she looked squarely into
the face of Rose.

CHAPTER LIL
The Old Adam.

A long minute elapsed before sither
woman moved or spoks.

Transfixed beside Alan's chair,
steadying herself with a hand upon its
back, Judith stared at the figure in
the doorway, in a temper at once dis-
comfited and defiant. With this she
suffered a phase of incredulity, was
scarce able to persuade herself that
this was truly Rose who confronted
her—Rose whose sweet and gentle
nature had ever served as the butt
of Judith's contempt and ruthless
ridicule.

Here was revolution with a venge-
ance, when Rose threatened and
Judith shrank!

It was as if the women had ex-
changed natures while they slept.

The countenance that Rose showed
her sister was a thundercloud rent
by the lurid lightning of her angry
eyes. Her pose was lense and alert,
like the pose of an animal set to
spring. In her hand hung a revolver,
the same (Judith’s hand sought the
holeter at her hip and found it empty)
that her sister had worm and for-
gotten to remove when she dropped,
half-dead with fatigue, upon the bed.

And slowly, toward the end of that
long, mute minute, the girl's grasp
tightened upon the grip of the weapon
and its muzzle lifted.

Remarking this, a flash of her one-
time temper quickened Judith. Of a
sudden, with a start, ghe crossed the
floor in a single, noiseless stride, and
threw herself before her sister.

“Well?" she demanded hotly. “What
are you walting for? Nobody's stop-
ping you: why don't you shoot?”

The upward movement of the hand
was checked: the weapon hung level
to Judith's breast—as lcvel and un-
equivocal as the glance that probed
her eyes and the tone of Rose's voice
as she demanded:

“What were you doing there?”

“If you must know from me what
you already know on the evidence of
your eyes—] was bidding good-by to
the man I love—kissing him without
his knowledge or consent before leav-
ing him to you for good and ali!™

“What do you mean?”

“That I'm going away—that I can’t
gtand this situation any longer. Marro-
phat and Jimmy are dead, my father’s
helplese—and I mean to see that he
remains go. Nothing, then, stands in
the way of your marrying Alan but
me. And such being the case—and
because he's as dear to me as he is
to you—I'm going to tzske myself off
and keep out of the way.”

“For fear lest he find out that you
love him?"

Judith's lip curled. “Do you think
him so witless he doesn't know that
already?”

“And so you leave him to me out of
yvour charity! Is that it?”

“Any way you like. But if it's so
intolerable to you to think that I dare
love him and confesg it to you—if
you begrudge me the humiliation of
stooping to kiss a man who doesn't
want my kisses—if you are so afraild
of losing him while I live and love
him—very well, then!”

With a passionate gesture Judith
tore open the bosom of her walst,
offering her flesh to the muzzle of the
revolver.

A cry broke from the lips of Rose
that was like the cry of a forlorn child
punished with cruelty that passes Its
understanding. She fell back against
the wall. The revolver swept up
through the air—but its mark was
her own head rather than Judith's
bosom.

But before her finger found strength
to pull the trigger the man at the
table, startled from his sleep by the
sound of angry voices, leaped from
his chair with a violence that sent it
clattering to the floor, and hurled him-
self headlong across the room, im-
prisoning the wrist of his betrothed
with one hand while the other wrested
the weapon away and passed it to
Judith. -

“Rose!™ he cried thickly, “what does
this mean? Are you mad? Judith—"

Dragging the bosom of her waist
together, Judith thrust the weapon
into its holster and turned away.

“Be kind to her, Alan,” she said in
an uncertain volce: “She didn't under
stand and—and I goaded her beyond
endurance, I'm afrald. Forgive me—
but be kind to her always!”

Somehow, blindly, she stumbled out
of the cabin into the open, possessed
by a thought whose temptation was
stronger than her powers of resist-
ance. What Rose had falled to ac-
complish might now serve to resolve
Judith's problem. . . . None, ghe told
herself, bitterly,. would seek to hinder
her. But she meant so to arrange the
matter that none shou!d see or sus-
pect and be moved to Interfere.

Round the shouldsr of the moun-
tain, on the road along the edge of the
cliff, she was sure of freedom from
observation. |

And yet, such is the inconsistency
of the human animal, the instinct for
self-preservation was stronger than
her purpose: when a touring car swung
round the mountain and shot toward
her, she checked herself hastily and
jumped aside in ample time to escape
being run down.

The next Instant the machine was
lurching to a halt and the sonorous
accents of Seneca Trine were saluting
her:

“Judith! You here! What the gevil!

An Ad in The News-Herald pays,

‘tlon of the mining camp, saluted by

- several moments,

Whera've ve been? Where are Marro-
phat and Jimaiy?”

Digging the nails of her fingers pain-
fully into her palms, she breathed
deep, fighting down hysieria, reassert-
Ing her seli-control in so short a space
of time that ber father fiflzd to ap-
preciate that there was anything un-
commeon in the mind of the girl

“"Where?' he demanded angrily as
she appreoached the car, “where, 1
want to know, are Marrophat and Jim-
my? Haven't vou geen or heard any-
thing of them? They left me at six
o'clock this morning, to zo after—"

“Degd!” thz girl intorropted, sen-
tenticus, eviing him siranzely.

“I don’t believe it!" the old man
screamed, aghast. “I won't belleve it.
You're lying to me, you jade! You're
lying—"

“] am not,” che hroke in coldly. I
am telling you the plain truth . . .
They followed us all morning in that
red racer, firing at us all the while.
Finally they caught up with us here,
ahout noon—ecame up this road shoot-
ing over the windshield. It was our
lives or theire. We turned the hydrau-
lic stream on them and washed the car
over the cliff. If you don't believe
me, get somebody to show you their
faces.”

She indicated with a gesture two
forms that lay at a little distance
back from the roadside, motionless
beneath a sheet of canvas—the bodies
of Trine's creatures, recovered by the
mining gang and brought up for a
Christian burial.

But Trine required no more confirm-
ation of Judith's word. The light
flickered and dled in his evil old eyes;
his stricken countenance assumed a
hue of pallor even more intense than
was normal with it; a broken curse
{ssued from his trembling, thin, old
lips: and his chin ragged to his chest,
heavy-weighted with despair that fol-
lowed realization of the fact that he
no longer owned even one friend or
creature upon whose consclenceless
loyalty he might depend.

The last bitter drop that brimmed
his cup of misery was added when
Alan Law himself appeared, leaving
the miners' eabin in company with
his betrothed—Rose now soothed and
comforted, smiling through the traces
of her recent tears as she clung to
her lover, nestling in the hollow of
his arm.

To Alan, on the other hand, this
rencontre seemed to afford mnothing
but the pleasantest surprise imagin-
able.

“Well!" he cried, releasing Rose
and running down to the car. “Here's
Iuck! And at the very moment when
I was calling my lucky star hard
names! How can I ever reward your
thoughtfulness, Mr. Trine? It beats
me how you do keep track of me this

way—happening along like this every
time I need a car the worst way in
the world!"”

“Drive on!” Trine screamed to the
chauffeur. “Drive on, do you hear?”

But Judith had stepped up on the
running board and was eyeing the
driver coldly, with one hand signifi-
cantly resting on the butt of the
weapon at her side. The car remained
at a standstill.

Sulphurous profanity followed, a
pungent stream of vituperation that
was checked only by Judith's inter-
ruption: *“We've had to gag you once
before, you know. If you want another
taste of that—keep on!™

“But where's Uarcus?” Judith de-
manded when, after helping Rose into
the car and running off to thank their
hosts, Alan returned alone to the car.

“Goodness only knows,” the young
man answered cheerfully., “He would
insist on rambling off down the can-
yon in search of an alleged town
where we could hire a motor car—
gomewhere down there. 1 tried to
make him understand that we had
plenty of time, but he was mulish as
he generally is when he gets a foolish
notion into his head. So 1 daresay
we'll meet him on his way back—or
else asleep somewhere by the road-
gide!”

Taking the seat next to the chauf-
feur, he gave the word to drive on;
and they slipped away from the loca-

cheers from the miners.

The road dipped sharply down the
mountainside to the bed of the canyon.
The car moved smoothly. and swiftly,
coasting: only now and then was it
necessary to call upon the engine for
power with which to negotiate an up-
grade or some uncommonly long
stretch of level road.

Half an hour passed without a word
spoken by any member of the party.
Each was deep in his or her own es-
pecial precccupation: Alan turning
over plans for an early wedding: Rose
huzginz the contentment regained
through her lover’s protestations:
Judith lost in profoundest melancholy;
Trine nursing his rage, working him-
self up into a silent fury whose conse-
‘quences were to be more far-reaching
than even he dreamed in his wildest
moments.

Its first development, for all that,
was desperate enough.

The aged mcnomaniac occupied the
right-hand corner of the rear seat. |
{Thus his one able hand was next to
Judith, in close juxtaposition to the
revolver in the holster on her hip.

Without the least warning his left
band closed upon the weapon, with-
drew it and leveled it at the back of
Alan's head.

As he pulled the trigger Judith flung
herself Lodily upon the arm.

Even so, the bullet found a goal,
though in another than the intended
victim. The muscular forearm of the
chauffeur received it.

With a shriek of pain the man re-
leased the wheel and grasped his
arm.

Before Alan could move to prevent
the dizaster the car, running without
& guiding hand, caromed off a low
embankment to the left and shot full-
tiit into a shallow ditch on the right
shelling its passengers like peas from
& broken pod.

Alan catapulted a good twenty feet
through the air and alishted whth
such force that he lay stunned for

When he came to, he found Barcus
belping him to his feet; a heavy sev-
en-passenger touring car halted in the
roadway indicated (he manner in which
his fricnd had arrived on the scene
of the accident.

When damages were assessed it
was found that ndéne of the party had
suffered seriously but the chauffeur
and Seneca Trine himself. The former
had cnly his wound to show however,
while Trine lay =till and senseless at
& very considerable distance from the
wrecked automobile.

Nothing but a barely perceptible
respiration and Intermittentiy flutter
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g pulse persuaded them that the '
fiame of life was not extinet in that |
poor, old, pain-racked body. |

— t

The Last Trump. t
Toward the evening of the third |
day following the motor spill, Judith |
sat in the deeply recessed window of
a bedchamber on the second floor of
a hotel situated In the heart of Cali-
fornia’s orange-growing lands,
Behind her Seneca Trine sat, ap-
parently asleep, in a wheeled invalid
chair.
There was no occupant of the room.
Though he had lain nearly two
days in coma, her father’'s subsequent

progress toward recovery of his nor-
mal state had been rapid. Now, ac-
cording to a council of surgeons and
pliysicians who had been summoned
to deliberate on his case, he was in
a falr way to round out the average
span of a sound man's lifetime. He
had apparently suffered nothing in
consequence of his accident more
gerious than prolonged unconscions-
ncss, For the last twenty-four hours
he had been in full possession of his

faculties and (for some reason impos- *

sible to Judith to fathom) uncom-
monly cheerful.

From this circumstance she drew
a certain sense of mystified anxiety.
Twice in the course of the morning
ghe had caught his eve following her
with a gleam of sardomic exultancy,
as though he nursed some secret of
extraordinary potentialities.

And yet (she argued) it was quite
fmpossible that he should have scme
fresh scheme brewing for the assassin-
ation of Alan. Not a soul had had any
sort of communication witn him since
his recovery but the attending sur-
geon, a msn of unimpeachable char-
geter, o meck-mannered trained nurse,
and herself, Judith., Under such cir-
cumstances he simply could not have
set a rew conspiracy afoot.

And yet She was oppressed
by a great uneasiness.
Perhaps (she reascened) the weath-

himself face to iace with his chosen
enemy and victim.

The first that blocked his way into

the chapel, a bellboy of the hotel,

. looked round at the first touch of the

claw-like hand upon his shoulder and
shrank back with a ery of terror—a
cry that was echoed from half a
dozen throats within another instant.

As if from the path of some grisly !

visitant from the world beyond the
grave, the throng pressed back and
cleared a way for Seneca Trine, fa-
ther of the bride.

And as the way opened and he
looked up toward the altar and saw
Alan standing hand in hand with
Rose while the minister invoked a
blessing upon the union that had been
but that instant cemented, added
strength, the strength of the insane,
was given to Seneca Trine,

When Alan, annoyed by the dis-
turbance in the body of the chapel,
looked round, it was to see the aged
maniae standing within a dozen feet
of him; and as he looked and cried
out in wonder, Trine whipped a re-
volver from the pocket of his dressing
gown and swung it steadily to bear
upon Alan’s head.

At that instant the storm broke
with infernal fury upon the land.

A crash of thunder so heavy and
prolonged that it seemed to rock the
very building upon its foundations,
accompanied the shattering of a huge
stained-glass window.

A holt of bluish flame of dazszling
briliiance slashed through the window
like a flaming sword and smote the
pisiol in the hand of Seneca Trine,
discharging the weapon even as it
struck him dead.

As he fell the belt swerved and
struck two others down—Alan Law
and the woman who had just been
made his wife. .

CHAPTER LI1V.

The Wife.
Again three dayvs elapsed: and Ju-

| dith, returning from the double fu-

er was responsible for this feeling, in I

some measure at least. The day had
been unconscionably hot, a day with-
out a breath of air.
toward its close, its heat seemed to be-
come more and more oppressive even
as its lizht was darkened by a por-
tentous phenomencn—a vast pall of
Inky cloud shouldering up over the
mountains to the music of distant rum-
blings.

Nor was this all; a considerable de-
gree of restlessness was surely par-
donable in one who, from her window,
watched a carriagedrive populous
with vehicles (for the most part mo-
tor cars) bringing to the hotel gayly
dresscd men and women, the guests
invited to the weddinz of 1.2se Trine
and Alan Law,

Within ancther tem minuvtes the
man Judith leved with 2!l her body
and soul would be the husbend of her
sister.

She had told berselfl she was re-
signed; but she was not, and she
would never be. Her heart was break-
Ing in her bosom as she sat there,

watching, waiting, listening to the
ever hesvier detonations of the ap-
proaching thunderstorm and to the

jubilant pealing of a great organ down
below.

Tke had lold herself that, thouch
resigned, sho could not bear to wit-
ness the ecremony, Now as the mo-

ment drew near when the marringe
would be a thing finished, fixed,
frretrievable, she found herscll ua-

able to endure the strain alome.

Slowly, against her wiil she rose
and gtole acrozs the floor to her fa-
ther’s chair.

His breathing was slow z2nd re
lar; beyond doubt he slent;
tionably there was no reazen why she
should not leave him for ten minutes;
even though he waked it could not
harm him to await her return at the
end "of that scant period.

Like a guilty thing, on feet as ncize-
less as any sneak thief's, she crept
from the room, closed the door si-
lently, ran down the hall and de-
scended by a back way, a little-used
staircase, to the lower hall, approach-
ing the scene of the marriage.

Construeted In imitation of an old
Spanish mission chapel, it contained
one of the finest organs in the world;
at this close range fits deep-throaled
tones vied with the warnings of the
storm. Judith, lurking in a passage-
way whose open door revealed the
eltor steps and chancel, was shaken
to the very marrow of her being by
the majestic reverberations of the
musie.

Since they had regained eontagt
with clvilization in a section of the
country where the Law estate had
vast holdings of land, the chapel was
thronged with men and women who
had known Alan's father and wished
to honor his son. . . .

Above stairs, In the room Judith
had quitted, Seneca Trine opened
both eves wide and langhed a silent
laugh of esavage triumph when the
decr closed behind his daughter.

At last he was left to his own de-
vices—and at a time the most fitting
Iimaginable for what he had in mind.

With a grin, Seneca Trine raised
both arms and stretched them wide
apart.

Then, grasplng the arms of his
chair, he lifted himself from it and
stood trembling upon his own feet for
the first time in almost twenty years.

Grasping the back of the wheeled
chair, he used it as a crutch to guide
his feeble and uncertain movements.
But these became momentarily
stronger aud more confident.

This, then, was the secret he had
hugged to his embittered bosom, a
secret unsuspected even by the at-
tending surgeon; that through the
motor accident three days agp he had
regained the use of limbs that had
been stricken motionless—strangely
enough, by a motor ecar—nearly two
decades since.

Slowly but surely moving to the
bureau in the room, he opened one
of its drawers and took out some-
thing he had, without her knowledge,
seen Judith put away there while she
thought he slept.

Then, with this hidden in the
pocket of his dressing gown he
steered a straight if very deliberate
course to the door, let himself out,
and like a materialized specter of the
man he once had been, navigated the
corridor to the head of- the broad
central staircase and step by step,
clinging with both hands, negotiated
the descent.

The lobby of the hotel was deserted.
As the ceremony approached its end
every guest and servant in the house
was crowding the doorway to the
chapel. None opposed the progress
of this ghastly vislon in dressing
sown and slippered feet, chuckling
Insanely to himself as he tottered
through the empty halls and corrl

e

uaques-

Now, as it drew |

neral of her father and eister, doffed
her mourning for a gown less somber
and more suited to the atmosphere of
a sickroom, then relieved the nurse
in charge of Alan.

He remained as he had been ever
since the falling of the thunderbolt—
in zbesolute coma.

But he Yved, and—or the physicians
lled—muyst soon regain consclousness.

Kneclinz beside his bedside Judith
prayed long and earnestly.

When she arose it was to answer
a tap upon the door. She admitted
Tom Barcus and suffered him to lead
her inio the recess of the window,
where they conversed in guarded
tones in spite of the fact that the
subject of their communiecations could
not possibly have heard them.

“I've come to tell you something™
PBarcus announced with characteristic
awkwardness, “I've known it for
thres dayvse—ever since the wedding,
in fact—and kept it to myself, not
knowinz whether I ought to tell you
yet or not.™

He paused, eyeing her uncertainly,
vnhapnily.

“T am prepared,”
him ealmly.

“You're nothing of the sort,” he
countered, argumentative. “You
eonldn't be. It's the most amazing
thinz Imagipnable. . . . See here . . .”

Well 7

“You understand, don't you, that
Alzn must never know that Rose was
killed by that lightning stroke?”

“What do yvou mean?”

“I mean,” the man floundered mis-
erably, “you see, he loved her so—I1
thouzht—I'm sure it would be best—
if you can bring yourself to it—to let
him go on believing it wasn’t Rose
who was killed, but Judith. And that's
sgkaling so close to the truth that it
makes ne diference: the Judith Alan
knew and the Judith T knew in the
beginning {= gene as completely as
though she and not Rose had been
killed.”

After a long pause, the girl asked
him aquietly: “I understand: But is
it poesible you don't understand that,
if I were to consent to this proposi
tion, lend myself to & deception whiclk
I must maintain through all my life
to come—Alan would consider me his
wife?'"

Judith assured

“Well, but—vyou sec—vyou are his
wife. . . . Oh, don't think I'm off my
bat. I'm telling you the plain, unvar

nished truth. You are Alan's wife.
. +« - No, listen to me. You remem-
ber that day in New York when vou
substituted for Rose, when Alan tried
to elope with her, and you went with
him to Jersey City, and stood up to be
marticd %y = -reacher-guv named
1Wi. wt—eid Xarrophat broke in just
at the eritical moment and busted up
the pariy? ,
“Well?”" she demanded breathlessly.
Barcus produced a folded yellow pa-
per from his coat pocket and prof-
fered it._
“Read that., It was handed to me
as best man, just before the cere
mony. Sceing it was addressed to
Alan and knowing he was in no frame
of mind fo,  he bothered by telegrams,
I slipped it into my pocket and forgot
all about it temporarily. When I
came to find it, I took the lberty of
reading it. But read it for yourself.”
The typewritten lires of the long
message blurred and ran together al-
most indecipherably in Judith’s vision.
None the less, she contrived to grasp
the substance of its meaning.
“WHY DIDN'T YOU WIRE MB

SOONER,” it ran: “MARRIAGE TO
ROSE IMPOSSIBLE. REV. WMR.
WRIGHT INFORMED ME YOUR

MARRIAGE TO JUDITH LAST
WEEK HAD GONE TOO FAR WHEN
MARROPHAT INTERRUPTED. JU-
DITH LEGALLY YOUR WIFE.
WOULD HAVE ADVISED YOU
SOONER HAD YOU LET ME EKNOW
WHERE TO ADDRESS YOU. HOPR
TO HEAVEN THIS GETS TO YOU
BEFORE TOO LATE.”

The message was signed with the
name of Alan’s confidential man of
business in New York.

When Judith looked up she was
alone in the room, but for the silent
patient on his couch.

Slowly, almost fearfully, sha crept
to his bedeide and stood looking down
into the face of her husband.

And while she looked Alan’s lashes
fluttered, his respiration quickened, a
faint color erept into his pallid checks
—and his eyes opened wide and
looked into hers.

His lips moved and breathed a word
of recognition:

“Judith!™ ~ =

With a low ery of tenderness, the
Eirl sank to her knees and encircled
hla‘;‘;mﬂth her arms.

." she whispered, hi
face in his bosom, “Judjthdm!g h::
more . . ®

A pause; and then the feeble voice:

“Then, if I was mistaken, if
aren’t Judith, you must be Rnae-——y::l;

dors, finding an almost supernatural
strength to sustain him til} he found

wife!™

| Sheseld steadily: “I am your wite”
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His hands fumbled with her face,
closed upon her cheeks, lifted her
head until her eyes must lock Into
his.

And for many minutes he held her
mno, looking deep into the soul of the
Woman.

Then quietly hesald: “Iknow . . .*

Just put a fewdropsof Sloan's
on the painful spot and the pain
gtops. It is really wonderful
how quickly Sloan’s acts. No
need to rub it in—laid on lightly
it penetrates to the bone and
brings relief at once. Kills
rheumatic pain instantly.

. James E. Alexander, of North
Harpswell, Me., writes: **Mnny strains

in my-back and hips brought on rheu-

matism in the sciatic nerve. it 5o

bad one night when sitting in
to jump on my feet to get
I at once applied your Liniment
part and in less then ten
minutes it was perfectly easy. I think
it is the best of all Liniments I have

| SLOAN'S
| LINTMENT)

Kilis Pain

Ar all dealers, 25¢c,
Send four cents in stamps for a
TRIAL BOTTLE '
Dr. Earl S. Sloan, Inc.
Dept. B. Philadelphia, Pa.

—~

ubseribe for The News-Herald.

MORTGAGE SALE

Under and by virtue of the nowe
of sale contained in & certain
ggs executed on the 25th gy of

ptember, 1912, by Eliza Paxtoy 1,
W. 8. Bnﬂﬂ' and transferred on the
6th day of October, 1914, to the
dersigned, and upon default made

yment of the debt thereby seey ,,l.,_:]

will on =

Monday, Feb. 22, 1915

during the legal hours of sale, expose
to sale and sell for cash at the Coyyt
House door in the town of Morgania,
Burke county, North Carolina, ai] o
2 tracts or parcels of land in Buke
county, North Carolina, Silver Creal
township, described as follows: ;

First tract odjoining lands of A_ |
Giles, R. A. Ross and others, Fy
description registered in Register of
Deed’s office September 18 1510
Page 29, Book P No. 3, from Wp,
Childers and wife, Lula Childeye
deed dated 18th day of May 1911,

Second tract fully described in deeq
dated 18th day of May, 1911, fyop
J. D. Pitts and wife to Eliza Paxiop,
deed registered in Register of Degde
office, Burke county, Book P Ny, 3
page 30 for a fuller description.

This 22nd day of January, 1915,

L. A. Simpsen,
Mortgagee,

WHAT IS THE COST OF THE
WAR IN EUROPE?

You'll find the answer in Tur-
ner's Standard North Caroling
Almanac for 1915.

also find more interesting data

You will

about your own State than has
ever been published before
one single book. For 77 years,

in

Turner's Almanac has been an

authority, its usefulness increas.

ing with its age.

Send 10 cents, coin or stamps,
and we will mail a copy te you,
in case you cannot purchase one

from your druggist or bookseller

‘Times Publishing Company.
RALEIGH, N. C.

Send your orders for Joh
I Printing to The News-Heruld
i office. ’
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rL MAKES YOU SICK.
T STAY BILIOUS, CONSTIPATED

‘Dodsen's Liver Ton2" Wil Cle2a Your
Sluggish Liver Befter Than Calemel
and Can FKot Safivale.

Calomel makes voa sick: you loze o

use vou will wake wup feeling fine,

w and dizziness gone. vour stomach
vill he aweet and howels reeular. You
will feel like working. You'll be cheer-

il full of energy, vigor and ambition.

day’s work. Calomel is quicksilver and
it sulivates: ealomel injures yonr liver.

If yon are bilious: feel lazy, singgisih
and all knocked out, if your bowels are
constipated and your liead aches or
stomach is sonr, just take a spoonful of
harmless Dodson’s Liver Tone instead
of using sickening, salivating calomel
Dudson’s Liver Tone is real liver madi-
dne. You'll know it next morning fe-d

ir Jiver will be working. vour head- |

Your druggist or denler sells you a
50 cent bottle of Dodson’s Liver Tone
under my pvrsuu:tl guarantee thur it
will elean your sluggish liver better thun
nasty calomel; it won't make vou sick
and you c¢an eat anything you wunt

without being salivated. Your drugsist
guarantees that eaeh spoonful will start
your liver, clean your bowels and

straighten you up by morning or you
get your money back. Children w#ladl
{2ke Dodson’s Liver Tone beeause it i
pleasant tasting and doesn™t grip
crrmp or make them sick.

! nm selling millions of bottles of
Pedeon’s Liver Toue to people whe luw
fonmd that this pleasant, vegetalle, liver
| medicine takes the place of danms

| calomel. Buy one hottle on my
Jruliable guarantec. Ask your drupgoid
about me,

may get Service at
and up.

Address:-

If there is no telephone on your farm
write for our Free Booklet telling how you

50 cents per month

A postal will do!

Farmers’ Line Department.

!
3

SOUTHERN BELL TELEPHONE
AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY

Box 116, Charlotte, N. C.

50,
People Read The Asheville Citi-

zen Want Ads
EACHDAY

000

HAVE YOU ACQUIRED THE “WANT AD HABIT”

There is no more interesting reading in the Citizen than

the Want Ads.

All sorts of people use these small business
builders for all sorts of things.

You will find that Help and Situations can be secured al

and Renters of Real Estate are

cured; Poultry and Eggs Sold;
Hundred and One Wants of daily life are
through the use of Citizen Want Ads.

WRITE TODAY FOR RATE CARD AND SAMPLE COPIES

The Asheville Citizen, Asheville, N. C.

small expense through the Citizen Want Ads. Buyers, Sellers

brought together; Boarders s¢-
Lost Articles returned and the
readily satisfied

CITIZEN WANT ADS BRING RESULTS




